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BEN DEENE, ENGINEER,

The 'aciflo Expross,
luallln Inte thio Waoat,
Ahauld have 16t the “Mountain Junetion' ad
Wl past elghit,
But with puahing and switehing a evippled
night feolght,
Slie was nn hour lnte,

'l‘lmrc‘.; rinrn thilrteon cara In hier train, all

olil=

Two oxpross, ono baggngo, one mall and the
Uy cnr

The otltlil;r nln'llt mndo up of sloopers and day
Y L]

And ull of tham flled,
The sehedols wis fnst
The night wins stoel colil,
The unscabbnrded moon with lts seimitar

livle
Andjthe glittoring daggors thnt fiashod from
tho stirs,
Cut the alr Into blnsts
As aharp ns wolves' teotn, or like fiylng
Elass,
Thoy elitllod the great bollor
of the reor and toller,
Btannoh ol 8
And tlllmtluh her enginesr was the best ontho
ne,
Long-hearded Ben Dobno),
400 wonldn't mike stenm,
Bo he could'nt make time,

As If maddened nt this,
Her every vilvo aoomed to humanly whing
O niternntely hiss,
Antd every gitgo
Bolied with sealding rage,
A passlonite writhing wrenchoed all her
nUrves
As whe clutoled tho onrves,
Her maddened whoels shvleked nnd plores
Ingly crenked,
And ahe weowled and monned and howled
il gronnna
Tlhiat the hill wns 8o long and go erooked nnd
asLeep,
Thnt whoere she would leap
She must creep.

Illssinir: white-hot stenm, snorting blnck hot
e,
Un straggling, yet Ingging,
As I she was dragging
Henvy muanocilng gyvaes or o biil of shame;
Her hendieht eye burned into the night,
As some Inforinte mons=ter's might
It chindned "giingt u vietim seoure
in flight,
Thus racked, punting and growling, sha
ronelivd tho top
Of the suminit urade gt the “Sammit Shop,"
Hoers tue sehodole snlid “stop
For water and conl=oll npoand inspect
The train's running gear nnd look cloae for
defects”
From this point down on the
wontern sldo
For nineteen miles—twelve noar the river's

The trnok wins as stealght ns arall-
wuy ean he
THL It ronchied ashiarp curve near a leaning
onle troe.
Here the enginoers nlways sald:
hgr glide,”
And made ap the time
Perhinps lost on the eliml,

HNow let

The slgnnl was given, Refroshed to a 208t
Ol 50" sl
Ones more tothe wist
And down this stisdght spin, called tho
“Duvil's Hun," darted,
Helng an honr behind
She sped by springs, rushes and glides at ol
puey
That made a nicht rneo
*T'wixt an ogre of flume and plinntom-winged

winuds,

With a cyclone's rush, yet with scarcely a
nr,

Dowii the “epan” she flew with her thirteen

CArE,
Her driving-wheels looking llke million-
rny ol stirs,
Surging on o er the ground with loud thrum-
ming bounts
ltan tlhlx m;sml-muscletl nnd stenm-drinking
ounil,
At every crossing her ghostly boll
Clanged shnrply onee ke n dirge or a knell,
And her sunggy smoke, ke 8 gorgon's

nang,
Curled oif through the air, or enveloped the

Like ita roar,
When the firveman opened the fire-box door
A erimson zone leaped from that ﬂnmlug{

Inir

Through the frosty depths of the borenl alr
With n ghustly glare,

Which daneod through the moonlight and
rian with tha train

Dut to erouch when the furnance was closed

ngnin,
On shie Nnshed, dashod nnd orashed through
j open and wood,
On she swished with swilt swirls past the
i uaes that stood
Apart in still fields or close clustered in

towns,
Into hovels and manslons, through switches
and gatos,
Her honrse whistles shricked flendlsh yells
Mo the Hrtes, .
While hot elnders foll down
From nshpan nnil stuck
Dok along the steel track,
In a binziug red road, llke u tire-puth in hell.

With linnd on the lever, her brave enginoer
I;:um-ua into the night
Thl’o?&lﬂ : ¢ duncing ure of her yellow boad-

Evory muscle nlert
With vigllant care untroubled by

feur,
To mlnku“ up his tlme without; mishaps or
T
He nt lust struck the curve near the “Lean-
ug Onlk,"
llu-.l:du.‘,: lenned out, proudly patting her
on

To whisper *You fliet!"
Had just snid to the flreman: “Jack, she's
no oruh,'
Whon nn #xle broke
Oun her forwurd truck;
led lor a 1 us Il she were
atruck, .
Then began to thump,
And to bump, hump und jomp
Over tho live onk tied, nd L they were
stumps,

Deene got the alr brakes; he reversed; gove
bur stenm,
Then grasping her throttle
As i drunkurd n bottle
And his hand woere o vice—
=uw below him the river
Half tlied with Hoe lee,

A T

Tlow, hoer sp her sm
tho ties!
Wil she never stop?
nhivors!
HMow every Inoh of his traln seems to gulvor?
No!a nlllnwa buek teils him sucl car rons us
8Ll
Asit ‘dlﬁl on the upward side of
I

(11188
Good! Only the engine s off the

trunok—
But she's off to the vight! Greas God,
thut's tho slde
Wheors the deop leod viver ridos,
“Here, Jack! climb this tunk! Quick ns
Light, man, got baok,
And pull thut pin
When I rovoerse ngnin,
Or when she goes over she'll pull‘em all o'

g On ovor
How she shnkes and

Stumbling over the wood, clambering over
As l.h:.';Qu“lE;:!no limped, then stuggerod, now
Juok r?-'mewl' pulled the pin, Just as "85

Dnl:n'r'rln;nﬂm the stroam with o hissing

uny,

Nut Rsarn stood athe ears ns stlll as If
stoppod

At somu slgnal switeh when o red llght's
dropped.

The fireman stood on the baggage car stog
Peering into the strosimn
Where the englng luar 5
An we fixedly sture lul somo noling droam.
What Is that ereopa slowly aver tho tunk
¥rom the hull-irozen ood?
Then erawls like u worm an the stony bank?
"Tiy the engineer covered with low, while his

loog
Flows fust through a oruel gush In his

That I8 horribly rod,
Thut his great, steadisgt sool, supremo til 18

nu,
Tlnmined il}o blood as he whispored: "Jaok,
L+ u‘reu 'I‘lg 1t somowlhiere; gqulek, run up the
ragk—
Think—the enst-bound express—I'mnll righs
—lurry back."

An the two exprosses atood nose to nose,
Dioene lay down botween them, in frozon

clothies,
He hnd gaved two |$nlu|—
And babes, fulr muldens, fopd mothers,

mon,
MEROHE SEl% Mnolilled by the flood,
Slept unwounded of blood.

When the Omuipotent Ken
Boane oternity’s roeulms give crowns to
true men;
And the nm‘ul af vocords oolls YDeene, en-
Ringer!™

Can you doubt thut then
T will nunwr’theru s he did ut the onk
¥ hon thg sxle broke--
L am here,"
=G, &, Blanchard, i New York Tribune

A TROUBLESOME BOY,

An Honest Farmer Comes to His
Reacuo.

Ay, what wns to ba done with him?
Ha had just completed his fifteenth your,
was famous at oricket nnd football, rode
his bieyele up and down the stespost
gradients, wans n foarloss swimmer, nnd
indeed the athlet'o  paragon of his
sohoolmates.  But ho began to  tire of
lils lessons, and to utter dark confi-
ieneos to his sisters that “Latin wonld
be 1o use to a fellow when he grow up;"
that *‘he folt like a lonfor as lie went
along the lanes to the grammar-school;™
that *Sam Jackson nnid Harry Wilde |
were going to business ot Easteri and
that if papa did not find him somothing
to do, he should perhaps run awany to
son.'’ This last confidence, whicl was
given on n windy night, when the rain
plashed most dismally against the win-
tdows of the childven's room, quite
nlnrmed Tom's sisters, who woere ro-
mantic and tender-hearted girls of sey-
enteen and eighteen.  Thoy began to
ary and to bug the indignant lad not to
do any thing so dreadful.  But the
more they petitioned, the more stub-
born Tom grew. Tears and entroatios
only hardenod him  into firmer  deter-
mination to dofl' s mortur-board cap
for ever. How could he stay at schoot,
when his chums, Sam Jackson and
Harry Wilde, had gone to businessi |
Whnt did givis know of n fellow's vexne
tion at being left with n lot of voung
boys, not one of whom coulil hold a bat
or keep agonl! “Tosenhe would go, un-
less pupn got him some sort of a berth
by Enstor.

The poor girls wore crying vory bit-
tevly, and the rain throbbed in sympathy
nga nst the panes, and Tom stamped up
und down the floor, when s mamman
came in. 8he was much surprised ot
the seene; for the children were alwnys
on tho best of terms, She was still moroe
surprised, and a little dismayed, when
she learned the cause of the scene.  Bo-
ing a pradent and  self-restraining
woman, however, she did not say much:
and with a fow general remarks, ‘that
of course all boys must go to business
in due time," she terminated the painfual
discussion,  After supper, when her
husband and self were alone, she stavtled
the good ensy man by relating what had
tnken ploce. Tom's father was the
principal dootor of the neighborhood,
which was so salubrions and se poor
that he must have left it long before,
had he mnot possossed o little inde-
pendeney, which kept the honsehold
nflont. He was of nn indolent turn,
{:oll.ing gray and fat, like his old cob.

Vant of work, magniticent health, and a
managing wife, who took all the worries
of life ol his shonlders, made him obliy-
ious of the young world growing round
his hearth.  Ho could not imagine that
his boy and  girls were weaving untici-
patory tissues of their lives, that thuse
young birds were gottng fledged for
flights far away from the home-nest,
8o, the announcemoent of Tom’s re-
bollion against achool, and his thoughts
of evasion, cnme on the doctor as the
greatest event he hud known for years.

*Now you mention it, Marin,™ said
he, when he began to quict down a
bit-—*‘now you mention it, Tom is real-
ly growing a big fellow,  He'll be six
feot high, if he's an inch, by his twen-
tieth year. And what n squuare, still
bnek he's got!  He takes atter my moth-
er’s fumily: they were all strapping fel-
lows. Yes, Tom's too big for school.
He's like o salmon among minnows,
among the geammar-school boys, Dear,
dear, how luds do grow!"

“Yes, yes,"" broke in Tom’s mother,
a little tartly-—sho had o temper of her
own, as all mmmgillg women have—
“Tom is big, and will be bigger; that
goes without the saying, Dut what is
to be done for the poor boy? What ca-
rees do you propose for him?"

“Upon my life, I haven't the ghost of
an ides, Maria. Now you haye brought,
this matter on the ecarpet, it reealls n

ol deal I have heard of late. Whon

wns nt Bimpson's the other day, at-
tending his wife of her seventh boy,
Bimpson sn'd to me, over n glass of
wine: *Doctor, he is a fine chifd, T ad-
mit; bat how he'll get bread and cheese.
if ho lives, T ean't guess at all." And
the poor fellow broke ont into quito a
jeremind over the redundaney 0} boys
iust now. He has three lads walting for
careers, and the deuce an opening enn
he find! Then there is Clumpit, the
wheelwright—yon know Clumpit, Ma-
rin? Well, I've buon attending him for
hypochiondria. Ho ean find nothing
stitable for his eldest son; and it preys
on his mind, beeauso the mother won't
let him go away ftom home to try his
luck in some of the biz towns. And old
Burrows met me the other du.{. andd
quite pit fully asked me if I could ad-
vise him what to do with his grandson,
1 was really sorry for the peor old man.
Of course, 1 conld not help him."

Tom's mother looked more anxious
as the doctor went on ramblingly; and
at last she said: +All this leads to noth-
ing. "Tom must have a cercer arrunged
for him by us, or he will take the mat-
ter in his own hands, I ean read his
mind; I know him better than you, my
dear.  What must wo do with him?"

L tell you, aguin, Marvia, I have not
a ghost of an lden.  Yer, I doknow one
thing—he shall not by 0 medieal man!

“Here the doctor rel'ghted his cigar
and smoked in frowning thoughtfulness,
until Tor+'s mother suid decisively:
“Well, if you do not know what I8 to
be done with the dear child, we must
ask the opinion of our friends, I, for
my part, ean not allow this subject to
drop, It must be taken up and carried
out to the needful end. 1 know too
well your easy-going way. ‘To-mor-
row, yoit will forget all’ about poor
Tom. I say, and with emphasis, we
must find o eaveer for our boy, As you
have no ideus, Lshall write to such of
our friends as have experience of the
world; and ask them cither to advise ns,
by coming over here to a sort of family
council, or el to tell us by letter,
Your connections and minehave among
them a great deal of experience; thoy
know what prospects thers nre for the
rising generation better than wo onn
know, in this out-of-the-way place. So,
Itell you, my dear, my mind’s mado
up; npil to-morrow I will write the lot-
tors,

“You are a gening, Marin, ns
T've often told you. T beliove

on would get us out of any
1bble, however formidable. 1 haven't
the ghost of an idea; nnd you have the
ilons themselves, heaps of them. Write,
my dear, to all our relations that are
likely to be of help to us; und wo shall
soon find a billet for Tom. God bless
him! he s o good and elever boy, and
doserves n aplendid eareer,  Don't for-
get my brother Johni ns o London lnw-
yor, ho will be u host of advice in hime
solf. And be suro to ask your counsin
Richard, the parson; he has always
been fond of Tom; and, bedides, hu's
the shrewdest fellow I know, notwith.
standing his eloth,  He ought to have

yeowerend  condin's speoch.  She hadl

beon a burrister, But,_ us that cun nok

be, he ought to be n bishop.  How he
wonld rulo a diocess, Marin!™

In the course of n fow weeks the fam-
{ly counell assombled, for the doctor
was ranlly muoh boloved by all his con-
noctionay and his wife hnd so counched
hor request for advies that 1t was irre-
slstible.  On n keon March day, uncles,
eousing and felends met; and after din-
ing nt the dootor's hospitable tuble,
they bognn to consider what career
would be most likely to assure Tom of &
happy and prosperons future, Tho
revorend consin prosidoed, at the general
request; and he opened the subjoct ns
follows:

“When I got the letter swhich haa
brought me here to-day, I felt its appond
so strongly that I madoe immediate ar-
rangoments to be present.  Tom has al-
ways been an oxemplary boy in con-
ditel, thongh T must sy his progross in
the clussics is doplorably dlow.” When

wns Lig nge, 1 rewd Homer for l!m|
ploasure it gave me; and I hnd Hornew
by heart.  Now, n scholar Tom nover
will be; of that T have satistied mys=olf
before dinner in o private talk with
him.  Well, the ground is so far
cleared.  Tom enn not be a scholar,
ergo, he can not bo a elergyman;
for of all things innppropriate, in my
my opinion, tho extreme ig an ignocnnt
divine,  In my profession, one ought to
ba steeped in Grock, permoentad with
Latin, and saturated with Hebrew, But
even if Tom were o born student and
of a serious ordor of mind, 1 could not
wdvise his parents to devote him to the
Chureh."

Something like a blank fell on Tom's
mother at the omphatic elosure of the

gopoed that Tom might have gone to Ox-
furd, ns other grammar-school bhoys bt |
doge, and thenes to some peretty reetory
as a raral parson. “"!lifv she sat in
silent dopression, the rest of  the com-
pany talked inlittle knots, until the
reverend president stopped them by suy-
ing: “Now, Unele .Iul]m. Teall upon
{nu. No one is batter ablo to say if the
aw promises fame and fortune for the
rising generation, as it has done for the
past generations sinee Cicero's time.
Shall we make Tom an attorney or o
barrister?"

“I am flattered by the manner von
esteem my humble abilities,”” answered
uncle John, It is astrange coinei-
dence of thought. I have also come
down from town expressly to depreeate
the putting of onr voung hopeful to my
profession. 1 believe I could lay my
reasons before my brothor and his good
wife better by a fow spokien worids, than
by nny extent of correspondence:; so I
took an early train. Tom must not boe
n lawyer,  Why, I proceed as briefly ns
ean  to  explain. First,  the pro-
fession is  more ecrowded than |
the market-place.  Second, the erowdis |
daily inerensing, beennse most every |
fuomuly of the middle classes that has
thriven during the past twenty or thirty
years is sending a boy into n solicitor’s
oflice, The business is supposad to boe
very lnerative, nnd it is esteomed highly
respectable, which allures the parcenw
mind.  As to the fiction of the law be-
ing o luerative pursnit, I can not un-
derstand how it originnted, still less
how it is maintained, A few solicitors,
with guite exceptional Inck and good
connections, may attain to opulence,
But the rank and file of the profession
merely earn a decent livelihood, If
you want to know what fortune does
for lnwyors in England, rvead the re-
port of wills and beguests in the news-
papers.  While these are telling ns of
manufucturing, banking and truling
millionaires dying in all parts of the

you not think it best to train Tom to
succood to your own practies?"

o pertainly am  greatly surprised ot
what 1 have just heard of the dagonor-
nte stato of two noble profossions, said
Tom's father: “indeaid, 1 may oxpross
mysolf ns stunned by the rr-rMnlL_nnn.
Yo, I do not think that the future of
the ohuroh and the law is so diseonrag-
ing ns that of medieine.  If 1 saw fhe
ghost of o prospoect for my boy as 1 doo-
tor, I woulll not have pul you to the
trouble you have so Kindly taken to coma
here and advise me. It i my solomn
convietion that 1 n fow yoars genoral
practitioners  in  medicine —and  that
menns nincty-nine ont of overy hundred
dootors in this country—will not guin
snite A fow mon of supreme ability in
malicine will have that department of
the profession to themselves: o fos more
will have the surgieal  For the goud

| old family doctor, there will be no place

in the new louse that John Bull is
groing to bulld, You smile, doar friends,
at my simile; but the prospect §s nol
amusing to me, Unele John tells ns
that his profosslon i3 erowdod, and that
‘the ory is still they come.’ Yos, but
they are mon that come to the lawg
whoreas, women ars swarming into onr
srofession,  Think of that, good folls!
Tealize whnt It menns for the men-doe-
tors of the next generation. All our
practice among chililven and women
will go to the doetoresses, ns nmatter of
conrse.  Women are naturally fitted for
attending upon their owwvn sox, and are,
if truly feminine, born wedicos,
that they have proved themselves ojual
to all the tests of the continental dis-
soting-rooms and to brazen out the
lectures, and now that they ave taking
greh hrillinnt dogroes, 1, for one, throw
up the game, and suy, place aus dames!
o yJust think! there are nearly a mill-
ion more women than wen in these
happy islands, and they are all bound
to lives  Anidl aeeentunte the thought
by my assuranee that there is no
one =0 ambtious and  remorsoless
in professional  competition as  a
clever  woman!  While owr male
mudical stadonts are dissipating, idling,
fooling, as they have always dona sinea
Hippocrates' days, their laily rivals are
preparing to puzzlo a John Hunter, a
Clande Bernard, o Bichat, or any savant
living or dendd. 1 prophesy that, before
the end of this eentury, women will «it
in most of the high places of the medi-
enl profession.  Thoy have keener wits
than men; they are more moral, mora

industrions, and more sympathetio.
But I leave this part of the sub-
jeet for another and more dis-

conraging still—people are beginning
to b tholr own doctors!  Whon I was o
yonng man, few persons were bold
enough to  guack themselves! Nows
thure are mil\iuns swallowing homeo-
pathie pills and tinetures, and dingnos.
g their own ailments themselves! Add
to them the other millions who fead
themselves on patent medicines, and, 1
tell yon, the ficld of operation is alarm-
ingly diminishing for doctors of either
sox. Nor have 1 yot unfolded more
than o fraotion of my sorrowful tale.
Other multitndes, who, by all that is
falr in social life, instend of following
the good oul plan of senling for the
doctor when they have eaten, drank,
and worked, or pleasared too freely,
now bolt away to some dydropathic
palace, and positively turn o fit of sick-
ness into a spell of luxury!  Talk about
the Sybarites of old! Go rather and
look at our own, *packell,’ shampooed,
handled. doadled, and fomdled in the
vast number of our hydropnthic *Halls
of ldleness' and sensuons convaleseing
sanitarial Do not stay to deplore theso

cotntry, they rarely record the demize
of & lnwyer worth twinty thousand
pounds, No, no; the law s not a
money-taking teade, But it will be
still less so, and that s why I warn
Tom's parents azainst it,

“Let me elaborate a little.  Sinee 1
wns put on the rolls, Law Reform, s it
is pleasantly called by certain politi-
oinns, has been hacking away at our
fees continonally, until now, certain
branches of the profession nre no longer
remunerative at all.  County ecourts,
for instance, have doprived me of hun-
dreds n yeav, The Jlmlin-.m:ru act has
damaged my practice still mors sori-
ously, However, I am mnot hoere
to  dwell upon mwy own mis-
fortunes,  but to prevent  myv
nephew Tom from having worse, by fol-
lowing in my footsteps. Past law re-
forms are trifles to what are coming!
In a fow years, the most respectable and
valuable dopartiment of my profession
will be simply worthless, } refer 1o
conveyancing. Even
shorn of its former profitubleness, Soon
it will be non e«t. l

system of morteage deeds and all the |
costly mothods of Tand transtor,  As in
Ameriea and the colonies, the tranferof
real estate will be merely the business of
government ollicials, and the vendor
and purchaser; lawyers will be elimin-
afed from such attractions nltogether.
Then, a8 rezards commereial cuses—
Chuambers of Commeree will go on with
the simple methods of arbitration and
concilintion, until at iast the courts witl
lienr no more of traders’ contentions
than if such did not exist.

‘Last and worst of all, there is grow-
ing u steady ‘abhorrence of legal con-
flicts in all ranks and classes. When I
was apprenticed, even the poorest fel-
low would rush into law against o
neighbor or relative with the grontest
confidonee; ay, and be ruined with u
sort of grim satisfaction. In thosedays,
evory body delighted in law. Now, if 1
pm not vastly wide of the mark, m--n|

will submit to the rankest frauds and
personal assaults a8 meckly as the most
abjoct  Asintics. Yes, really, tho En-
glish race, once litigions to & degree, is
positively afeaid of entoring upon the
most trumpery su't in the inferior
courts, Finally, the lowest of our busi-
ness, that of the oriminal courts, is

dwindling into insignificance. Judges
are  holiday-making in  maiden as.

sizes nll over the couniry: police
stipendinries are bocoming sinecurists,
Whaut with popular education, milder
manners, law reforms, lund reforms,
und the rest, no man would think of
!mtting n youngster into the fast decay-
ng legal profession.

Unclo John spoke with such avident
and erushing sincerity that Tom's fathoer
and mother uttored o simultancous
gronn us he finishod; and for s few min-
utas somothing like consternation kept
all silent,

But the revorend president did not
forget his duty, and afterward resumodl
in theso terms:  “My dear friends, 1
nm sure we are all greatly indebted to
Uncle John for his luminous remarks
u}:ou the aotual and coming condition
of tho profession, of which he 18 so dis-
tinguished p member. Of gourse, our
dear Tom can not be a lawyer, Lot as
therefora proceed with our deliborations
into another professional avenuo; after
the law, mml'alnu vomoes, aocording Lo
established nsaga. Lol us, llu-r.elﬂbru.
n?' donr dogtor, why yon do ot think
of devoting Tom to your own™ pursuit.
Of that, you must have far clearor and
more pecurste knowledge than any oth-
or parson hers prosont,  Knowing how

now, it is sally i leatt onco in the
tegistration of titles | most of us. m
is bound to come; with it goes the old [ common in most fumilies.

lnpses from the storn old British meth-
| ods of philehotomy, lesching, purging,
| and partaking of all that was nnuscous,

but rece’'ve my most startling econfi-
| denco—the public don't beliove in us as
i of old.

*You, my reverend cousin, have dis-
suadied g from eduenting Tom for your
wofession: bt that profession is still
wetter than mine, for your benetice will
benelit you to the emd of life, while my
foos are growing so steadily less that
they will soon toneh zoro.  You, Uncle
John, draw a fearful picture of a non-
litigions England; and [ felt for you as
yon drew it. Yet my elionts ave still
more pig-headed. Yours won't go to
lnw; mine won't go to the doctor.
Yos, Thave at Iast reached the nether-
maost dapth—the publie will not sicken
as it usmd to do.  When 1 was walking
the bospitals, zymoties were as rogular
ns the tides: and all the year round,
fevers and agues went thelr profitable
course.  Evervbody had a bad ecold at
winter. Gout and
wera solidl annuities to
Broken limbs were fairly
In short,
as the proverb ran, ‘the doctor was
never out of the house.'  Alns, oll that
has gone! People take sueh ridiculous
earc of themselves: s:anitation’ is the
chatter of every nincompoop; and the
fuss nbout clean cowshads, pure water,
pure air, and the rest, is entting oft’ the
doctors ineome at the voots. Huave I
said enough, dear friends, to prove to
you that Tom ecannot be a doctor?™

Tom’s father foll inta his chalr over-
come with his own rhetoric; Tom’s
mother furtively wiped two tributory
tears from her eyes: thereserend consin
lovkad at the ceiling inquiringly; Unele
John frowned sardonically.

Uncle Lueass, the farmer, who hnd
listened in puzzled be.viklermentto the
reeitals of his relatives, now got loisure-
Iy on to his feet, and broke it in thus:
“Waell, well, it's all over with gentle-
folks. tow, it scems to me. 1 thought
that every body was thriving but the
wor furmors, and now 1 lesrn thut our
IJ(‘.lt"rs are no better off than onrselves!
When my father made me n farmer
aeainst my Inelination, 1 thought he
was unfair. He had made you elder
ladds into gentlemen, and T folb slighted
at being left nmong clodpoles in the vil-
lage. Bt I begin to think 1 shall have
the best of it afier all. L amin noe trou-
bl to find careors for my two luds and
threo lassies.  Sinee the lnborers have
begun te sk twice as munch wages, 1
have taken the luds to help me.  Well,
wo've pulled through s troublesome and
dishenrtening time; and what's more,
wao've learnel o lot.  Itell you, we've
found out how to make farming pay—
by doing it ourselves, the lads in the
fields, and the girls in the house and
dalry. Wo've hwl to tako hold of the
rough end of the stick, truly.  The girls
had to give up muny of tho ful-lals that
young lndies loarn at boarding-school;
und the hoys had to wear cordiroy nnd
hobuailed shoes, But they ave none the
worse for the ease-hardening they've
got.  Finor lunds don't live in the shire;
uud 0a to the givls, they're as blithe ns
the biedag and that, T rockon, is as good
a test of contentmentl s you ean gl
Now, brother doctor, lol me advise
von what to do with your son Tom.
The ehureh, the law, and medigine all
shut their doors in his face,  Open the
tzu.tu of & geld and turn him
n to piek up what pasture ho
ean find; and my word for it, he'll
not die of hunger, Look at his hig
limbs and his love of action! Why, he
is butlt for o busbhandman,  Even if yon
could put him to somoe gentlemanly way
of m

rheumntism

hopsless the ghurch aud the luw ure, do
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not be so happy and so healthy nsin the
country. When he comes to spend a
fow dave with us, the lad iz in his elo-
moent, and workas with his ecousins right
handily.  Put him in s field, brother,
put him in a field."

Unele Luoas quite astonished hiz mors
enltured relatives by his long sposch;
#till more, Ly the almost pathetic earn-
estnoss of his appoeal,

The reverand cousin, who had smilad
enmpnssionately at the rade beginnin
of the harangue, grew attentive as ﬁ.
wont on: and at the end, elapped his
hands approvingly,  “Hravo, Unelo
Lueas! he eoried: “thou art the ono
wige man amongst ns, A farmoer let
Tom b, dogtor.  Churehies may fally
logal systems vanieh, the healing art be
substituted by universal hygiene, but
the tillage of the land must ever demand
tillers.  During the period of change
that hns sot so strongly, let us soe what
remaing lonst affected by the mutationa
of time and eireumstances,  While man
lives on the earth he must eat; and the
mrveyor of food, therefore, has a first
jfen upon all the produections of socioty,
It Hashed into my mind, as Uncle Lueas
was speaking, that norchaps the grealest
result of nll the motamorphoses going
on will be the sublimation of husbandry.
I'rom the begining, ithas been rogarded
as an inferior earcer, and has to a cor-
tain degrea been shanned,  The age
of foudalism hes gone;  the age
of gentility s going: the  real
age of utility is coming.  When
it is established, the hushandman  will
be duly honorad and duly rewardod, ns
the pre-ominent eltizen, as the vener-
ated conduit through whose limbs and
brain that daily bread flows for which
wao are bidden to pray."

A panse followed, during whieh Tom's
father began to smile hopefuliy, and his
mother regained serenity.

“We educated men.'” said the rever-
end eousin, coneluding the business,
sthave not done our duty by your class,
Uncle Lucas.  We have kept our intel-
lectual eliildren from your business, to
the great retardation of agricultural
seience,  Now that the professions are
no longer profitable, we shall send
some of our best youth to your pursaits.
We will begin with Tom.  In the fields,
lin will find a earcer open to every tal-
ent that Providence has endowed him
with."!

Unele Lueas prevailed. and Tom **was
turned into a field.” What the result
will be in these times of agrieultural de-
pression, is a thing of the future,—
Chamber's Journal.
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NOAH'S ARK QUILT.

The Latest Kink of Fushioosble Lovers of
Fancy Worlk.

One oi the fushionable little *fads" of
the day in fancy work is a Noah's ark
quilt.  The quilt ean be of serge, cloth,
satin sheeting or plain eream sheeting,
and is designed and commenced by the
Indy who starts it. 1f she is a good
worker she embroiders or uppliques the
Nouh's ark, which is near the center of
the quilt, but placed high np.  The ani-
muls are all in couples, and form a long
proeession round the eutire quilt,
marching round toward the ark. Some-
times the procession is curved, so as o
form a design over the entire surface;
but this depends on individual taste and
fancy. The lady nsks her friends and
neighbors to work the pairs of animals,
usunlly giving them some choice in the
mutter. Some of these quilts are very
amusging, snd really worth keeping.
At a recont starting of one
lady volunteered to work two fleas,
which she eventually did, with won-
derful ecare and dexterity. In eream
shieeting the animals may be all in red
Turkey twill, worked with red ingrained
thread, or in various colors. This may
be an iden for many busy fingers. The
baby's crawling blankets or cot eover-
lids Pm'i.l:lhl)’ rave the idea of the
Nonh's Ark quilt, and also suggested
the same style of perambulator cover.
The anima's are generally cut out in
paper first, and then in whatever ma-
terial they are to be worked in, and are
copied from a child's colored picture
book. In the Noah's Ark collection,
seraps of fur and skin are used, to rep-
resent the specimen as true to nature as
possible. It is also oeccasionully all
workeil by one pair of hands on a foun-
dation of double width diagonal serge
with the various animals portrayed in
wools, sometimes in cross-stitch first
worked on pieces of ordinury canvas,
afterward drawn away, er in outline
stitch in erewels, or in another stitch
which is being a good deal now used for
traveling rugs, bath  blankets, ete,,
which is done by laying wool in strands
on the oatlined pattern, and tacking it
down by smull stitches of silk, or a con-
trasting color.—N. Y. Herald.
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WATERING PLANTS.

How and When Fot Flants Should e
Given Water.

Some people attempt to keep pot-
plants without giving them any water
at aly the result is familiar to every
one. Usually, however, the carth in
the pot or box i kept soaked and very
miuch in the condition of an ovdinary
swamp. It is even said that malaris
has resulted from living in rooms con-
taining house plants, owing to the
damp soll. We have ourselves soen
dead evergreens pulled ont of boxes full
of mud, A gardener's journal gives ut-
terance to the following timely remark:
Watering plants is one of the most im-
portant things in the oulture of house
plants, and very special care should be
devoted to it.  Plints ought not to be
wot until they need it. It will be evi.
dent that they require wetting, if on
tnking the earth from the pot it crum-
hles to picces like dust; a sure sign is to
knock on the side of the pot, near the
middle, with the finger knuckle.  If it
mrives forth o hollow ring, the plant necds
waters if there is a dull sound, there is
still moisture enough to sustain  the
plant. Plants must not be wet more
than onee or twice a day: on dry, clear
days they require more water than on
damp, efondy days.  On the other hand,
the earth must not be allowed to dry
out ¢ntively, for that is also very in-
jurious. In wetting them the water
must be poured on in such a way thay it
will run out again through the hole in
the bottom of the pot. If the earth gots
too dry, it is best to place the pot in
water so that the water will saturate the
the dirt very gradually, They may b
watered ut nuy hour of the day, exeept
when the sun is shining on the pot ot
hins just left it; for the earth gets Lot
when the sun shines on it, and then i
voltl water is poured on it, it will cool
off too rapidly, The best time for wa.
tering flowers in summor is the even-
ing, nnd in wintér noon is best.  Well
water should never be used, but nlways
use elther rain wator ov brook water.—
Doston Transcripl,
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~Two novel marringes wore oolo.
Lented ut Newburgh, N. Y., reeantly,
One tovk plues ot midnight and the
other ocenrred on an open lawn n the

ng o living in town, ke would l prosence of two hundied poaple,

THE FALCONER.

What This Pernonage Ia Expeoted to Do
for Is Master's Birds

A faleoner who has the exelusive eare
of half a dozen trained birds, whether
faleond or hawks or both, finds little
time hanging heavily on his hands, By
the time he has moved out his chinrges
to the lawn and set their nocturnal
abode in order, ho will have got an ap-
petite for his own brenkfast.  Then
there is the businces of feeding those
linwks which are not to fly, and perhaps
axercising most of them to the lure, in
the manner so graphically deseribed by
Izank Wulton.  Then the bath or baths
must be filled, and the hnwks which are
to be indulgad with that loxury meverd
to a plaes whete they ean jump in and
splash about to their hearts' delight,
Then the plunof the day’s eampaign must
be arrangal, having regard to wind and
woather, and the echuncs of where tno
quarry is most likely to be found, and
when the dayv's work In the field is over
the filconer's day is not nearly done,
Thore i# the *feeding up® of the hawks
that have not heen allowed, or have not
had time, to “take their pleasure’ on
the quarry, Every thing depends upon
meting ont to the hungry croatures just
that quantity of food which will keep
them in full health and  strength, but
withont overgorging them or making
them innctive on the morrow,  If o
feather has beon broken by soma acei-
dent during the day it muost be mendod
nt oneo: if o joss is worn out it must bo
replaced. The foast amil beaks of all the
hawks should be eloansad, their hooda
coen to, and the Jures made yresdy for
nse on another day,  Nov let it be for-

gotten  that there i5 sneh a thing
ns  losing o hawke  When  this
disaster  happens  the  country s

seoured Gl dark in searchof the truant,
andd if not found, the faleoner, before
break of day, is again on the lookout
with his lure in hanld. A suceessful
ful coner lics on no bed of roses,. Oy
constant attention will make his hawks
fond of him. But when they wre
g0, he stands among them a friend
among faithful friends. At n sign
from him they will jump  toward hing
nay, at his first appearance—in the
words of the old sportsman—*‘tley re-
joice.”  The character of each of them
—for hawks differ in character us much
as men and women —is ns well known
to him as his own. He knows what ean
or eannot be done with eachs and thns
hie is still able to earry on the most dif-
fienlt of all sports withont the dissup-
pointments that have frightend away
from it less patient and Iu!r'-'l".w'm;_(
Lyros.—Enalish Hlustrated Magasine
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A BLOW AT PASTEUER.

Looking at Hydrophobin Inocolatlon in
the Light of Hecent Cniastrophes.

It iz becoming more apparent cvery
day that the hopes and expectations
bused on M. Pustour's method of treat-
ing wounds inllicted by supposed rabid
animals were premature and unwar-
ranted.  When several of the Russians
who hmd been bitten by wolves dicd in
despite of inoculntion it was said that
the virus of rabid wolves was mueh more
powerful than that of dogs, and there-
fore the treatment had not been suceess-
ful in those canses. Now, however, n
girl who had bLeen bitten by o dog,
treated in time, according to M. Pus-
teur’s theory of incubation, thoroughly
inocnlated and discharged, as was sup-
yosed, enrved, has died of hydrophobin,
t remnins to be seen what the explana-
tion offered in this instance will by, but
it is not necessary to await it to per.
ceive cloarly that it ean not bo satis.
factory. 'The death of this girl, in faet,
must be regarded as demonstrating tho
fullucy of the reasoning founded on M.
Pasteur’s preliminary experiments, for
it proves that the inoculitory process,
however carefully and fully performed,
is linble to produce no protective rve-
sults whatever,

This occurrenee, moreover. lends
fresh significance to the experiments
and conclusions of Dr. Spitzkn.  The
latter, it may be remembered, employed
many substances in inoculation, and
with nearly all of them he found it
possible to produce the symptoms
usually aseribed to hydrophobin.  These
experiments indecd inevitubly suggest
doubt which at an early stage of his
blie treatment was raised coneorning
I Pasteur's method. “How," it was
inguired, **is it to be known, in the
event of death occurring after inpeu-
Intion, whether it followed from
the bite of the dog or from
tha  treatment®' Now if, ns has
been shown by Dr. Spitzka, various
forms of spinal meningitis can be pro-
duced by inoculation, and if, as in the
majority of Pastenr’s eases, there is no
certainty that the dog which bit the Dole
givl was rveally rubid, how ean her
death, with hydrophohie symptoms, ba
with any confidence attributed to the
dog bite? It seems quite possible that
the inoeulation may have been the actual
cause of her death, in fact; and while
80 grave an- uncertainty remains it is
pertectly elear that thers in no justifica-
tion for adopting the Pastenr methol as
a trustworthy remedy: or even for re-

garding it as free from very serious

51111;;9:‘5.- -N. Y, Tribune,
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A VENERABLE CHURCH,

Interesting Featuves of the Old Mexioan
Town Across the Rio Grande,

In Paso del Norte there is a eathedral
three hundred and twenty-five years old,
built by Spanish Jesuits, It is not that
the general plan is elaborate; on the
contrary, it is ono of beautiful appre
prianteness and simplicity—offering in
this respeet a lesson to the moderns.
The wialls are of adobe. plain and
straight; nnd neither the walls nor the
massive timbers are nny the worse for
their throe centuries of wear.  But the
heavy woodwork everywhere is beautis
fully carved. In tho cathedral are roc-

ords of great historie value, reaching
back hundreds of years, Some of the

decorations and religions emblems are
wesents from the monarvehs of Spain.
The old chureh is well worth a visit
from any tourist, particularly the
student of art  and  history. But
to u tourist who has never seen n Moexi-
can town it is not the only object of in-
terest by any means,  There are the
quaint strects of anclont ndobe houses,
with durk-eyed sonoritas peeping from
the windows—when there are any —or
thraugh the evacks of the doors.  Somo
of the senoritas are very handsomo, and
not adyverse 1o alittlo harmless thrintion
with the faie-hoiviud son of the North,
They listen with charming attention
while he says fine things in o tengue
they do not understand, The town of
Puso del Norte husn population  of
about soven thousand —proty fair for
# Mexicon town,  Bot thivty yvears ago
it was o clty of thivty thowsaud souls,
“A thriving city,” we should have
called it jn the Unlted States,  Wha
hns become of this large population ne
one enn el They have folded theie
tants like the Arabs, und silently stolea
iy, —Uuting,

PITH AND POINT,
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«*The rambling old farm-house™ I
not confined to the East sinee the West
began to enjoy s monopoly of eyelones.
—Burlington Free Press,

—4Pa" said a young hopeful, “L
know what o mnn who hos seen better
dayvs 19" <Waell, my #on, whatis he?"
“He is man who makes yon tired talk=
Ing about himself." <N, 0. Picayune,

—“What's perbation, Jimmie?'' sald
one raggal stroet urchin to another |
“Doncher knaw?'' was the response.
“Naw."  “Well, poerbition’s when s
foller's gittin' square wid himsell."—
Boston ost,

—~Itis awlully exzasperating to the
man whe doesn't 1ike the way in which
n big newspapoer 2 ran to send a vigor-
ons protos<t and then see the big neows-

aper keep right on running in the way
Ef'lllll“llll like.— Cambrid e Chronicle.

—~Marbloheal (Mass,) young women
hnve got up o nice kind of o party,
whore the young men in attendance nre
required to sew peross the bottom of an
apron.  The young women give ‘em
nevidles, but no other points.—ZHoslon
(flole. f

A Niea Man to Iundle Morphines
Dengeigt:  “Porhaps with a little in-
genuity we ean fix up that broken show-
crse, 20 that no ong will know the dif-
forenee.”  Clerk: “Ingennity!  What's
thut? Some of that new sticking-stuff
wu ot in yesterday?''— N, ¥o Trmes.

— “Now, who con tell me omething
nhout Solomon?" asked a Cedar stroot
Sunday-school tencher while reviewing
her elnss upon the illnstrions Biblieal
charaeters,  “He rans a cigar tore on
Main street,” promptly responded o
small hoy  whose acquaintanee  with
Buffalo surpnsses  his knowledge of
Jorusalem.— Bufialo Conrier.

Little Jolmny:  *Pa, dill you read
in the paper how a parent was fined
twwenty-five dollars beennse his Httle boy
hune on o street ear?'  “Wall, what
of it?"" wskod Uolonel Fizzletop,  +Oh.
nuthin', except I thought mayhe you
wanted to give me som -« nickels to by
car tickets.  When I have car tickets T
don’t swing on the street curs''— Zexas
Sipting s,

—He and she:
AT FIRST.
o mat anedl twistod his blonde mustache’
she toved with i straving curl,
And sflently thought of her other bean
And e of hits other girl,

AT LAST,

She stood with her heand on hia shoulder

e ‘u!‘:_:!:: Swith the stenying curl;

Sha hnd no thought of her other beau,

Nor he of s other glrl,

—That was a sweet roply of the little
girl found busying at the ironing-table,
smoothing the towels and  stockings.
len't that hard work for the little
arms=?" was askell. A look like sun-
shine came into her face as she glanced
toward her mother, who was rocking
the baby. *It isn't hard work when 1
do it for mamma,"’ she said softly.—
N, Y. Times.

—The Donkey's New Departure: A
Donkey who was tired of Drawing his
Mastor’'s Cart about went to the Cow
for Adviee, saying: *“*You have nothing
to do all day lone, while T work like &
Slave.  Tell me how I ean  eseape this
Drudgery.”” Al vou have to do is to
run away and Smash the Cart,” replied
the Cow. The Donkey determined to
follow the Advies, and next morning
when he sot out to the Foroest with tho
Cart after Fageots he suddenly Kicked
up his heels and started ofl on a gallop,
“Ohho!" exelnimed the Peasant as ha
put on the whip; *l see what the
Trouble is with yon! I am Feeding you
Too Many Oats. Hereafter your rations
will be Reapced one-halt”  Moral:
There is such a thing as being too
Smurt.—Detroit Free Press.
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A TIMELY RIDE,

The T'art P'layed by n Lame Boy in the
Revolutionary Struglo.

Tt may seem at fivst that the hoy men-
tioned in this ineident, which is given
by Edwurd Everett Hale in his “Boy
Heroes," dul nothing either heroie or
romarkable, but it is a good illustration
of the value of doing one's very best
under all cirenmstances,

There was o boy whom T will nanme
Luke Varnum.  He was lifteon years
old, and he wns lame of his left foot.
S0, when every other boyv in Numhber
Five, and every muan, old and young,
shouldered his firelock and marched oft
to join General Stark, and go and fight
the Hossinns at Benington, Luke was
left ut home,  He limped out and  held
the stirrup for Lioutenant Chittenden to
mount, and then he had to sty at homa
with the babies and the women. The
men had been gone an hour and a half
when three men galloped up on horse.
back. And Luke went down to the
ruils to see who they were.

“tIs there nobody here?” said one of
then.

“Yes," said Luke, ©1 am here.

o1 see that,™" said the first man laugh-
ing.  *What 1 mean is, is there nobody
here ean sot o shoe?"

o1 think I ean," said Luke.  **I often
tend fire for Jonas. 1ean blow the
hellows, and Tean hold o horse's foot
Anyway, 1 will start up the fire.”

Luke wont into, the forge and took
down the tinder-hox and struek s light.
Ho built the tire, and hunted up half-n-
dozen nails which Jonas had  left unin-
tontionally, and he hwd even made two
more, when a fourth horseman camo
slowly downon n walk.  *What luck,"
snid he, *to tind a forge with the firo
lighted!"

“We found one," sald Marvin, ‘with
a hoy who knew how to light it.”

The other speaker flung bimself off
the horse meanwhile.  And Loke pared
the hoof of the dainty ereature, and
mensured the shoe, which was too big
for ber. Ho hented it white, und bent
it closer, to the proper size,

*It is & poor fit.*" he swid, **but it will

=
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It will do very well,"" said her rider.
“But she 15 very tender-footed, and I
do not dore trust her five miles nnshod.™

For pride’s sake, the first two nails
Luke drove wera those he had made
himself. And when the shoo was fast,
ha suld: *Tell Jonas that 1 hot up tha
forge—nnd put on the shoa

wWeo will tell him," said the Colonel,
laughing, and he rode on.

But one of the other horsemen tarvied
a minute, and sald; “Boy, no ten men
who left you to-day have served your
country os your have, It is Colonel
Warner."

When I read in history how Colonel
Wiarner led up his regiment juszin time
to save tho day at Bonnington, L am apt
to think of Luke Varnum. When I
rendd that that day doeided the battle of
Saratogn, sl determined that Amorion
nlmnllnm intopendent, 1 think of Luke
Varnum. When 1 go to see monuments
eroctod in momory of Cwylorel Warner
and General Stark, angd even poor olit
Burgoyne, | think of Luke Varnum and
others like him,  And ghen sometimes 1
wondor whathor every man  and boy of
us who bravely und traly docs the very
bost thing he Knows how to do, does not
have the future of the workl resting on

him,— Youlh's Companion,




